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The children seethed excitedly in the body of the
hall, even while the Chevron housemaids flitted
about, trying to marshal them into order. The
mothers sat grouped round the blazing fire, many
of them with babies on their knees, but as Lucy
entered they all rose, and some of them curtseyed,
and a murmur ran round the hall, and some of the
little boys, who had been carefully primed, saluted.

Now that Lucy was actually in the presence of
her audience, standing above them on the step, all
trace of boredom vanished from her manner. She
believed, as she had said, in doing things well if you
did them at all; moreover, she was not insensible to
the favour she was conferring, or to the dramatic
quality of her own appearance, backed by the
shining tree that cast an aureole of light round her
fair head and sparkled on the diamonds at her
breast. She paused for a moment, surveying the
mob of children, while the last murmurs and
shufflings quieted down; then she spoke. Her clear
voice rang out, in the formula she had used for the
past five-and-twenty years; "Well, children, I hope
you have all had a nice tea?"

More murmurs; here and there one could dis-
tinguish a "Yes, thank you, your Grace/'

Lucy pursued, after rewarding them all with a
bright smile, "And now I expect you all want your
presents ?"

Here Mrs. Wickenden came forward; she had
been hovering in the background, waiting for
Lucy to give this signal* The estate children's
treat was always a great day in Mrs, Wickenden's